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a Dato, They say that once he nearly got accepted
as a Buddhist priest, but he was detected just before
the ceremony, and would have been knifed but for
the lucky circumstance that not one of those present
had a knife. A remarkable man!"
" Unusually thin for a policeman/' commented Mrs
Nixon, looking over curiously at the trio by the tennis
net.
" He wears himself out," explained the merchant.
"A sword too keen for the scabbard. Takes no
pleasure except in his work. We are about the only
people he visits, and even we can't rely on him.
Sometimes Fve kept dinner waiting an hour, and then
had a note scribbled hastily in the jungle and brought
in by native messenger, saying that he is on the track
of a murderer, and would I keep something hot for
him? I always do. He's been quieter lately, and
combes here more than ever. We're getting to look
on him as one of our own/'
" That's very nice," cooed the old lady. " Especially
as you haven't a son."
She leaned back, and in the silence that ensued
looked admiringly at the view.
On the other side of the double tennis lawn the
ground shelved. Framed in bamboo and traveller
palms lay the distant sea. Its colour in the mellow
sunlight was deep turquoise. Behind it rose the
dreaming mainland; faintly blue.
It was pleasant for Mr Lochinvar M'Whizzle, she
felt, to be in process of adoption by the owner of such
a view. She stiffened slightly, drew her shawl about
her, and putting up a lorgnette, looked to see what her